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Open Secret 


Everyone in the crew knew that Geddy loved Alex. Nobody read anything foul into it, it just was sort of a 
running joke—Hey, Ged, go tell your lovey to hurry up, you're out in a few minutes-Where's Alex?—Dunno. 
There goes his boyfriend, ask him-Hey lovebirds, fancy a beer after the show?—Shut up, Ray. 


The ‘shut ups' were usually delivered by Alex. Geddy would just shrug and say something like "Go tell ‘im 
yourself, ‘m busy", or "In the cafeteria", or "Sure, beer's fine." He never got angry or lost his temper. 


Whatever the guys threw at him, he remained calm, amiable and completely immovable. 


Alex, on the other hand, flared up like a matchstick. What the hell they thought they were getting at, anyway? 
Geddy was his best friend. He just always knew where Alex's things were (usually under the bed or in a 
crumpled heap at the bottom of the suitcase); if Alex had too much to drink, it was Geddy who transported 
him to his room, if he got sick, it was Geddy who brought him aspirin, and when Geday's eyes were on him it 


was as if he were looking at something wonderful and precious. 


It was kind of nice to have that much attention, not that he ever took advantage of it. Well, almost never. 
Maybe a few times, when he had to sneak out of session, or when a fuming Neil wanted to know who squeezed 
toothpaste into his shower flip-flops. 


Most of the time, though, Alex enjoyed Geddy's affection just for what it was. The way Geddy made him laugh, 
the way he melted against Alex's arm around his shoulders, the way he never, ever gave up in work, or in 


practice, or in what he considered right. 


At that time, they toured the States with their fourth album and had just progressed from a rented car and 
a pickup truck to a real tour bus. Everybody got their own bunk, and that totally beat waking up on the 


backseat in the middle of the night, with a crick in your neck and your sleeping companions piled up all over 


you. 


They got a real driver, too, which meant they didn't have to share driving duties anymore, which also meant 


they could drink beer and smoke weed as much as they wanted. 


That night they got off stage and onto the bus with a happy anticipation of three days off and a natural 
desire to celebrate it. While Neil's idea of celebration was more along the lines of a good book and ‘you guys 
being out of my hair for a while’, the others were more traditionally inclined. So, as the bus rolled on through 
the chill Pennsylvania night, Alex, Geddy and three guys of their crew were sitting or lying sprawled on the 
cheap lumpy couch and the floor of the sitting area 


Alex was nursing his third beer when he sort of surfaced out of the alcohol buzz for a moment, and became 


aware of Geddy's thin thigh jammed into his by the bulk of Howard crammed into the couch with them. 

"Hey, man, move over, would ya?" Alex muttered at him over Geddy's head. 

‘| am moved over. You wanna have more room, dude, you're welcome to the floor.” 

"Fatass," Alex grumbled half-heartedly. He was feeling too fuzzy to pick a fight. Besides, the warmth of Geddy's 
body pressed against his side was kind of nice despite the crammed quarters. Alex put the beer can on the 
sideledge and laid an arm around his shoulders. 

Geddy puffed out a waft of sweet-smelling smoke. "Wha’?" 

"Nothin. Jus’ gettin’ comfy." 

"Ah." 

They succumbed to silence again. Alex finished the beer and opened another one, half-listening to Ray and lan's 
lazy discussion of the new Zeppelin record. Geddy was slumped even more against him now, a dreamy smile 
playing across his lips. 

Alex felt a surge of drunken fondness for his friend He carded his fingers through Geddy's hair and pressed 


his head down a little, bringing it towards his shoulder. Geddy came willingly, with a soft ‘mmm’. Nobody 
seemed to pay them any attention; Ray and lan were busy talking to each other, and Howard had just started 


to snore. 

Alex scratched Geddy's scalp. "Hey, Dirk?" 

Hm?" 

"You got nice hair, you know that?" 

"Yeah, right" 

"No, ‘m serious. It's beautiful” Alex picked one soft strand and started winding it around his fingers. 
Geddy angled his head to look up at him. "Whass that supposed to mean?" 

"Dunno. Jus’ felt like sayin' it” 

"Huh." 


Alex took another swig and yawned, absent-mindedly playing with Geddy's hair. The engine purred softly under 


their feet. Howard continued to snore. 
Soon Geddy started squirming 
"Whass wrong, Ged?" 

"Stop that 


"What?" 


Geddy removed Alex's hand from his hair and sat up straight, pulling the hem of his t-shirt further down 
over his thighs. "This." 


"Why?" The sudden absence of his warmth left Alex chilled and drowsy, as if he'd just woken up from a 


drunken sleep. He put his arm back around Geddy and tried to draw him close again. "I ain't doin’ anythin." 
Geddy wiggled out of his embrace. "Lemme go, Lerxst. Anyway, I'm going to bed" 

"Hey lovebirds, are you making out back there?" lan was grinning at them from where he was sprawled on the 
floor, long legs propped up against the wall panel. "Take it somewhere private, will ya? Some of us may have 


sensitive stomachs." 


Geddy turned beet red, pushed Alex's hands off and stomped away to his sleeping compartment. 


"Jerk!" Alex hissed at lan. 
"What? It was just a joke, man! Chill out." 


Alex ran a hand over his face and staggered after Geddy. The glow of alcohol in his veins was starting to get 
unpleasant. It was making his head swim. He made his way to Geddy's compartment and stopped, fumbling 


indecisively with the rim of the drawn curtain. 

"Hey, Ged?" 

"Go away, Alex, I'm trying to sleep," was a muffled response. 

"Uh, Ged, uh, don't take it too hard. lan was jus’ joking, and 'm sorry if | hurt ya, okay? | didn't mean to." 
"Yeah, yeah, okay, fine." 

"No hard feelings?" 

"No. Now go to your bunk, Alex." 


Alex shifted from foot to foot, sighed, then dragged to his own compartment. Mercifully, Neil was already 
asleep and the other guys still in the sitting area, so he undressed quickly in the empty rear end of the bus 
and slipped behind the curtain and onto his chilly bunk. He had no idea what had come over Geddy. Had he really 
taken lan's stupid words to heart? He'd never paid any attention to jabs like that before. 


Alex sighed and rolled onto his side. It had felt so good to hold Geddy. There wasn't anything wrong with that, 
was there? lan was just being a jerk. Anyway, he'd think about that tomorrow. 


Alex fell asleep to a blurry dream of long, dark strands of hair coiling around his fingers. 


In the morning Geddy waved off Alex's apologies, saying that he'd been high and didn't remember anything 
anyway. However, since that day he started to keep a polite distance from Alex. If somebody was taking a 
photograph, he would stand on the other side of Neil, and if Alex tried to grab hold of him and playfully 
squeeze him like he used to do, Geddy would gently, but firmly, disentangle himself and step back. 


Soon Alex discovered that he missed their easy closeness. Strange how the absence of a familiar shoulder to 
bump his head into made him feel lonely and too small for his suddenly huge personal space. And he was 
completely at a loss as to what the hell had happened. He tried to bring it up once, but ended up mumbling and 
hawing, and Geddy pretended to have no idea what Alex was talking about. 


Apart from that, everything seemed to run smoothly. They traveled, they played, they shared rooms, and 


Geddy still knew where Alex's things were, but somehow it was just not enough anymore. 


That night, the crew was at the bar of another nameless three-star hotel. Geddy had caught a cold the other 
day, so he'd excused himself and gone straight up to his room. Neil had done the same, though he felt 
perfectly well, just ‘not in the mood for a party right now’ as he'd put it. Then again, he almost never was. 


That left Alex in the company of Howard, lan, Ray and two lighting technicians of the venue. The conversation 
didn't interest him much, but he tuned in as he registered Geddy's name. 


"so | didn't get a fucking wink of sleep last night ‘cause he kept sneezing and blowing his nose all the time," 


Howard was telling to a technician guy. 
"Yeah, with that big nose of his and all. Must be really loud” 


The other technician laughed. It wasn't far out of the usual limits of the band's jokes, but Alex felt his hackles 


rise. 

"Just shut up, Howie, it's not his fault he got sick" 

"Easy for you to say. You're not the one who has to room with a biological weapon" 

"Oh yeah? We can swap rooms if you're too sissy too sleep with a little sneezing going on" 

Howard gave him a skeptical look. "For real?" 

"Just give me the key" 

"Okay." Howard shrugged and pulled the key out of his jeans’ pocket. "It's your funeral.’ 

The lift took Alex to the fourteenth floor. The room was a typical twin, with a small nightstand separating two 
identical beds. The one furthest from the window was occupied with a lump of Geddy buried in the covers up 
to his ears. He didn't rouse as Alex opened the door and dragged inside his suitcases—he probably thought it 
was Howard coming back from the bar. 


Alex dropped the suitcases on the carpet and cautiously walked over to the bed. "Hey, Ged?" 


Geddy's head jerked up. He got a sight of Alex with bleary eyes and fell back on the pillow. "What are you doing 


here?" 
"Checking up on you, of course. No one's gonna suffer alone on Captain Lerxst's shift! 
Geddy sniffed. "Idiot. Atchoo! I'm infectious; go away, Alex." 


"Can't. | swapped rooms with Howie for tonight." 


"What'd you do that for?" 


"Oh, | dunno, maybe because you're my friend, and you're sick, and Howard was moaning all over the place that 


he couldn't sleep with you sneezing.” 
He was trying to make Geddy giggle, but the answer was just a plain "Oh." 


Alex eased down on edge of Geddy's bed. "And because | kinda missed you. What the hell, Dirk? If | did anything 


wrong, I'm sorry." 
Geddy gave him a look over his shoulder and turned away again. "I ain't discussing that now." 


“Alright, then I'll just lie down here and wait till you're ready to talk.” With that, Alex kicked off his sneakers 
and climbed into bed behind Geddy, settling down above the covers. 


"For fuck's sake, Lerxst! Get out of here, you'll catch it, too!" 


| don't care." Alex put an arm around him and didn't budge even as Geddy tried frantically to separate from 


him. "Cause | really, really want to know what's wrong between us." 


"Nothing!" 


"Yeah, right. Nothing's wrong, and still you've been avoiding me like | have the plague. C'mon, Dirk, talk to me. 


Geddy heaved a huge sigh and stopped struggling. Then he dug out a tissue and blew his nose. "Okay, fine. I'l 


talk to you. Tomorrow. Now go to your bed and let me die in peace." 

"Uh-uh, not leaving. No one's dying on my shift, either.” 

Geddy gave him another dark look. "Are you for real?" 

"Nope. But I'm not going anywhere." Alex pressed his forehead to Geddy's nape. The dark, unruly hair smelled of 
cinnamon and sweat, and Alex's heart twisted a little. It felt incredible to hold Geddy like this, but he thought 


belatedly that he really might be stepping over the boundaries. 


He rubbed Geddy's arm. "You can kick me out of here, Ged, if you really feel like it. Just.. You're my best 


friend, okay? Please, tell me what's wrong." 
Geddy sighed again and relaxed into his arms. "Nothing. It's not you." 
"Then what?" 


Instead of answering, Geddy rolled onto his back and looked up at Alex. Then he drew one hand out from under 


the covers and stroked his cheek tenderly. Alex froze, one arm still around him. Dumbfounded, he looked down 
and saw an unmistakable tent in the region of Geddy's crotch. 


"That's why | want you to stop hugging me. It hasn't been easy.. to control myself lately." 
"Ged, you're.. you're." 


It all came together in a bright flash. The way Geddy blushed and smiled at him, the way he put his chin on 


Alex's shoulder, the way he was always there for him and never asked anything in return. 
"Fuck, Ged, you're right, lim an idiot. | should have seen it sooner." 


Geddy made a face. "That's alright. | didn’t mean to ever let you know, so.. let's pretend | never said anything, 
right?" 


Alex shook his head, not quite over the revelation yet. "I can't. | mean.. Why didn't you tell me before?!" 
Geddy rolled his eyes. "Duh." 
"Friends should know things like that!" 


"Did you really want to know that your friend has the hots for you? Just leave me alone, Alex. Go to your 


bed, or go kick Howie out of your room, | don't care. It was a bad idea" 
He tried to turn away again, but Alex didn't let him. 


"Wait. What if | don't want to go away? What if what | want to do now is this?" Heart pounding in his chest, he 
leaned down and placed a tender kiss on Geddy's forehead Geddy made a strange sound in his throat, something 


between a sigh and a whimper. Then he screwed up his eyes. "Alex." 
"Shhh." Cradling Geddy's blanketed body to his side, Alex propped himself up on an elbow. Then he slowly pulled 
down the covers. Geddy was wearing an undershirt and boxers that did nothing to conceal his obvious arousal. 


He was pale and scrawny, and hot with fever, and he sighed as Alex ran his hand down his chest and abdomen. 


"Do you still want me to go away?" Alex nuzzled his neck, breathing in the scent of warm, dry skin. "We can 


put it off till you feel better." 
"No!" Geddy clung to him. "I've no idea what bit you, but I'm sure as hell taking advantage of it!" 


"Baby." Alex tilted his head to kiss him, and Geddy met him mouth to mouth. His hands travelled up Alex's nape 


and into his freshly cut hair, massaging his scalp. His warm tongue slid against Alex's, gently probing. 


Much as Alex wanted to never break the kiss, he had to pull away a little to shuck off his jeans and 


sweatshirt. Geddy was breathing heavily under him, eyes bright and hungry. Alex eased down on top of him 
and placed a hand on the bulge in his crotch. 


"You're so hard, Dirk," he whispered into his ear. 

"Uh... yeah. No shit 

Geddy tried to rub against him, but Alex held him in place. 

"Hmm. Want me to do something about it?" 

Geddy blushed fiercely. "Yes! Yes, just.. Touch me, please. | want you so fucking much." 


Alex licked his earlobe, enjoying the soft sound it elicited. He worked his hand inside Geddy's boxers and gripped 
his cock. He was hard and throbbing himself, too, and as he pressed against Geddy's leg, he felt him shudder. 


| want you too," Alex moaned. "Fuck, | want you." 

Geddy's nimble fingers got under the waistband of Alex's shorts and started stroking him. The heady sensation 
made all the blood rush down to his crotch, his head reeled With a grunt, Alex mirrored his motions on 
Geddy's cock, and soon they were moaning and panting, Geddy's head thrown back, Alex's face buried into the 
crook of his shoulder. 

It didn't take long for Geddy to start shivering and jerking up his hips. "Oh, Alex," he breathed. "Oh god, | love 
you! Ungh.." Wet heat spurted into Alex's hand, and the next thing he knew he was coming all over Geddy, 
clutching him and pressing himself into him as if he wanted their bodies to melt into one. 

They lay motionless for a while, slumped against each other. Then Geddy shifted under him, and sneezed. 


"Damn... Sorry.” 


"Don't be." Alex rolled off of him, damp, limp and sated. He thought briefly of going to the bathroom, but 


couldnt summon enough energy to rise. 
Geddy pulled the blanket up and around both of them 

"You know, Alex, l.. Um, whatever that was.. Thank you" 

Alex made a final effort and rolled onto his side, wrapping an arm around Geddy. "So, | made you feel good?" 
There was a hand against his cheek, tender. His eyelids were drooping, so he felt, rather than saw, Geddy smile 


"You made me feel happy.” 


"Sounds great. Lets see where it's going to get us, then" 
"Okay." 


Geddy snuggled up to him and dozed off. Just on the brink of sleep Alex realized that he was happy, too, really 
happy for the first time in months. 


